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THE ROOSTER, THE MOUSE AND 
THE LITTLE RED HEN 


A long time ago A Rooster, A Mouse and A Little Red 
Hen lived in a pretty white house, with a green door and 
green shutters. 

This pretty little house, was built on the side of a hill in 
the country. It always was bright and clean-looking. 

Across the valley on a hill, stood another little house. 

This little house was not well kept. 

The windows were broken, the doors creaked, the roof 
leaked badly and the garden was full of weeds. 

Now in this house, lived A Wicked Old Fox and Four 
Bad Little Foxes. | 

One day the four little foxes came to their father,—“Oh 
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father,” they said, “we are so hungry, we have not eaten for _ 


three whole days.” 

The big fox sat thinking a long time, then in a gruff voice 
he said: 

“Across the valley on the hill, there is a little house in 
which lives A Rooster, A Mouse and A Little Red Hen.” 

(oS they are nice and fat,” shouted the little foxes in 

glee! 

“Fine!” said the big fox. “I'll take my gunny sack and 
catch the Rooster, the Mouse and the Little Red Hen.” 

Then the four little foxes said altogether: “And we will 
prepare the fire for our dinner.” 


Away ran the big fox, until he reached the neat little 
white house. 

Standing on tiptoes he peeked into the window, just as 
the Rooster and the Mouse came grumbling down to the 
kitchen, where the good little Hen was bustling about. 


“Who will bring in some wood to light the fire with?” 
she asked. 


“T shan’t,” said the Rooster. 
“Nor I,” squeaked the lazy Mouse. 


_ “Then I must do it myself,” and to the woodpile she 
hurried. 

“And now, who will fill the kettleP” she asked. 

“T shan’t,” answered the lazy Rooster. 

“Nor I,” replied the Mouse. | 

“Then [Il do it myself,” answered the good little Red 
Hen, and off she hopped to thespring to fill the big iron kettle. 

“Who will cook the breakfast?” then asked the little 
Red Hen. 

“TI shan’t,” said the Rooster. 

“Nor I,” squeaked the little Gray Mouse. 

“Then I’ll do it myself,” said the good little Red Hen. 
And she did so at once. 
All through breakfast the Rooster and the Mouse 
grumbled and | _. - 
grumbled. Upset- 
ting the milk and 
dropping crumbs 
on the floor. 

“Who will 
wash the dishes?” 
asked the little 
Red Hen, hoping 
after breakfast 
they would not be 
so cross and 
grumpy. 

“I shan’t,” an- 
swered the 
_ Rooster. 

“Nor I,” pout- 
ed the Mouse. 


“Then I'll do it myself,” said the good little Red Hen, and 
humming a little song, she soon had everything spic and span. 

“Now, who will help me make the beds?” 

“T shan’t,” answered the Rooster. 

“Nor I,” pouted the Mouse. 

“Then I’ll do it myself,” and away upstairs she went. 

But the lazy Rooster and the Mouse looked about for a 
comfortable chair, and soon they were fast asleep. 

As soon as the bad fox saw the Rooster and the Mouse 
fast asleep, he knocked,— 

Tap-tap-tap-tap on the door. 

“T wonder who that can be?” said the sleepy Mouse. 

“Why don’t you look,” said the lazy Rooster. 

“It must be the postman,” said the Mouse to himself, 
“and he may have a letter for me.” 


7 So without making sure who was there, he opened the 
door, and in jumped the big fox with a wicked smile upon 
his face. 

Screaming, the little Mouse tried to hide in the cup: 
board. “Cock-a-Doodle,” cried the Rooster, as he jumped on 
the mantle, very much frightened. 

But the fox with a cruel smile, took the little Mouse by 
the tail and the Rooster by the neck and tossed them into 
his gunny sack. 

The little Red Hen hearing all the noise, came running 
down stairs right into the arms of the sly fox, and he popped 
her into the bag with the Rooster and the Mouse. 

Out of his pocket he took a long piece of string and 
tightly tied it around and around the mouth of the sack. 

Then he put the sack on his back and down the hill he 
went. 

As they were 
bumped about in 
the bag, the Roost- 
er and the Mouse 
were very sorry 
that they had been 
so cross and lazy. 


They both began to cry and wonder what would happen 
to them. 

By and by Mr. Fox was getting very tired from his heavy 
load and thought he would take a little nap and rest a while. 
So, when he came to a shady tree, he dropped the sack and 
sat down beside it. Soon he was fast asleep, dreaming of 
what a fine dinner he and the four little greedy foxes would 
have when he reached home. 

When the little Red Hen heard him snore, she opened 
her work bag that she had taken along. She took out a little 
pair of scissors, aneedle and some thread and a little thimble. 

Quick as a wink, she cut a hole just large enough for the 
Mouse to creep through. 

“Run,” she whispered to the Mouse, “run as fast as you 
can and bring back a stone as large as you can.” 


While the Mouse was dragging back the stone as big as 


‘himself, the little Red Hen cut away at the hole until it was 


large enough for the Rooster to get through. 

“Run,” she whispered to the Rooster, “run as fast as you 
can and bring back a stone as large as you can.” 

The Rooster soon came back with a stone as big as him- 
self and they carefully pushed both stones into the sack. 
Then the little Red Hen jumped out and brought a stone 
as big as herself and pushed it into the sack. 

Taking out her needle and thread, she put on her thimble 
and sewed up the hole as quickly as she could. 

Then all three ran for home, happy to get away from 
the bad fox. 

They hurriedly shut and bolted the door, closed the 


windows and drew in the shutters and were glad to be safe 
home again. 

“We will never be cross or grumble again,” whispered 
the Rooster and the Mouse to the good little Red Hen. “We 
will light the fire and fill the kettle, we will get the breakfast 
and make the beds, and you shall have a holiday and rest in 
the big arm chair by the window.” » 

As for the bad old fox, he slept for a long, long time. 

When he woke up, he rubbed his sleepy eyes and shoul- 
dered his sack, grumbling and saying, “I have overslept. I 
must hurry home.” 

So the bad fox took a shorter path home, that ran 
through the meadows, near a stream. 


All of a sudden his foot slipped and off his back, — 


Splash! — dropped the sack into the water, and it quickly 
sank to the bottom. 

. “Dear, dear,” he sighed, “there goes our dinner,” and 
- grumbling he went home to his four greedy little foxes, who 
had to go to bed without any supper. 

And to this day The Wicked Old Fox and The Four Bad 
Little Foxes, never found out that the Rooster, the Mouse 
and the little Red Hen are living happily together, in the 
pretty little white house on the hillside. 
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THE ROOSTER, THE MOUSE AND 
THE LITTLE RED HEN 


Little Red Hen is busy now 
_ Has all the work to do. 


The Rooster will not help her and 
The mouse is lazy too. 


She keeps her house all spic and span 
As neat as a band-box 


And in the end she cleverly 
Escapes the naughty fox. 


* 


